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The first show we played with Mookie outside of Seattle was in Los Angeles. We kicked it off right by hanging 
out and partying after the show. Layne was behaving himself, but Mike, Sean, and | were having a great time 


indulging in booze and groupies. 


The guys in Mookie were holding their own, too. Ed was a huge hit with the ladies looking for the more 
introspective, artistic type. It helped that he's so fucking tiny that none of them were intimidated by him. 
McCready probably could have gotten in on that scene, too, but he was beyond blitzed. Krusen was pretty far 
gone, too, but he still had a girl on each arm. Jeff, with his all-American athlete-slash-slacker-slash-artist 


schtick, was surrounded. 


Stone was, too, but instead of laughing it up and enjoying the attention, every time | happened to glance over at 
him, he just looked annoyed and vaguely uncomfortable. In fact, he called it a night way earlier than any of the 


rest of us. | saw him talking to Layne for a minute, and then he went out the door. 
| didn't think too much about it until after the next show a few nights later in San Francisco. We played a club 
called The Bacchanal, and we hung out there afterward trying to live up to that name. This time even Layne 


was drinking and smoking it up. Stone wasn't, though. 


"What, are you gay?" asked the cute little redhead he'd gently disentangled and removed from his lap. 


Stone set down the beer he'd been nursing. "Why? Because that's the only conceivable reason | might not want 


you sitting on me?" 

"Whatever," she huffed. "Jerk" 

He just rolled his eyes as she sauntered over to Mike Starr. 

"What's the matter, Stoney," | asked, sliding onto the barstool next to him. "Don't like redheads?" 
"Something like that," he muttered without looking up. 


"Oh! | know what it is. You're a gentleman. Gentlemen prefer blondes!" | laughed proudly at my drunken joke, but 
Stone frowned and quickly finished his beer. 


"l'm going to the motel," he said and stood up. 

"Aw, don't go, Stoney," | slurred. "Stay and party with us!" 

He gave me a little smile and looked like he might be considering it, when a tall, thin brunette stepped in front 
of him and draped her arms around my neck. | put my hands on her hips and scooted her to the side, but by 


that time Stone was already on his way to the door. 


The next night, before our show in Hollywood, | asked Jeff, "What's the deal with Stoney? Why don't he wanna 
party with us?" 


"Antisocial," Jeff offered with a shrug. 
"Who gives a shit?" Mike Starr butted in. "More chicks for the rest of us." 


| didn't even see Stone after the show. He went straight to the motel, and for some reason, | couldn't stop 
wondering what was up. | stayed out for a while and then bought a six pack of off-sale and headed to the 


motel. 


We weren't especially close or anything, but | considered him a friend. | liked his wicked sense of humor and his 
completely non-snobbish love of music. | never once heard him put down any kind of music or any musician, 
even when a bunch of guys around Seattle were ragging on him and Jeff for being sellouts and he would have 


been totally justified. 


| knocked on the door, but there was no answer. Surely he hadn't gone to sleep already. | knocked harder and 


kept knocking until | heard his voice practically squeak with annoyance. 


"Goddamnit, Cready! I'm gonna buy a fucking padlock and chain your fucking room key around your fucking 
neck!" There was some indecipherable muttering, and then he opened the door. "Oh. Thought you were Mike." 


| snickered. "Yeah, | got that." 
Stone frowned. "So what are you doing here?" 


| pulled the six pack from the brown paper bag and walked past him into the room. "These are already starting 


to get warm, so you gotta help me drink ‘em." 
"What? Why?" He stood at the door for a moment and then closed it. "I mean, why aren't you at the bar?" 


Shrugging, | held out one of the beers. "I was looking forward to hanging out with you on this little trip. You 
don't seem to wanna hang at the bar, so | thought I'd come to you." 


Stone answered with a shrug of his own and took the beer, and that was that. Everything was cool. We found 
a rock station on the crappy alarm clock radio, drank the beers, and smoked a couple of joints. We talked about 


music and all kinds of other shit. We laughed until we were both holding our stomachs. 


Maybe | should have just kept my mouth shut, but | couldn't leave well enough alone. "See, man, this is what 


Im talking about," | said. "Why don't you wanna come out after the shows and do this with the other guys?" 
He just frowned and shook his head 

"ls it Starr?" | joked. "I know he can be a douche. 

Stone gave a weak laugh. "Nah. | mean, he is a dick, but.. is just not my thing” 

"What? You're always at the club after shows back home" 


Its not the clubs or bars," he said quietly. "Its the random girls coming up and, like, just assuming | wanna 


have sex with them. It's.. fucking weird." 
| started to laugh, but he was serious. "Nah, man. Don't worry about the groupies. They know what's up." 
Stone shook his head and rolled his eyes. "No, they obviously don't," he muttered, 


"Um, I've had a lot to drink and a lot to smoke," | said carefully. "Was that chick right? The one from the other 
right?" 


| barely had a split second to try to read his wide-eyed expression before we heard a loud crack and Jeff and 
Sean literally crashed through the door. 


By the time | managed to get past the two idiots and the broken door, Stone was nowhere in sight. He'd 
obviously ducked into McCready's room, maybe even Eddie's, but | wasn't sure which rooms were theirs. Jeff 
was eyeing me suspiciously when | went back, so | didn't dare ask any questions about where | might find Stone. 


| trudged off to my own room before Jeff could corner me. 

Other than a couple of apologetic glances, | left Stone alone the next day. | felt kinda crappy about where things 
left off, but | figured after he'd disappeared so fast, | better not do anything that might seem like | was being 
pushy. It really made me wonder, though, if | hadn't hit the nail right on the head. 

It seemed like he wanted space, and he got it. We had two days playing separate gigs - Mookie wanted to swing 
back by another one of Ed's old stomping grounds - then we met back up on Friday in San Francisco. | thought 


maybe we could just move along and be cool, but Stone wasn't having it. 


They pulled up to the |-Beam not long after we did. Layne and | were standing outside the back door, finishing 
our cigarettes, when Stone walked up with McCready. 


"How were the shows?" | asked with a big, welcoming grin. 
"Oh man, those San Diego surfer girls," Mike said as he moved next to Layne to finish his own cigarette. 
Stone muttered, "They were good," in an unconvincing monotone and went inside without a second glance. 


Layne gave Mike a quizzical look, but Mike just shrugged. "He's just been kinda. off. Especially the last few days. 
He's still got all his shit together, though, so." He shrugged again. 


| had to resist the urge to run in after him. It might not have been all my fault Stone was feeling ‘off; but | 
felt responsible for the last few days of it. | just couldn't leave well enough alone. 


| went into the club with Layne and Mike after Mike finished his smoke, and | tried to look casual while hunting 
for Stone. | stepped into a little room without a door and damn near ran into him on his way out. Maybe if | 
blocked the road, | could get more than three words and the stinkeye out of him. 


"Stoney, look, man, l'm sorry if | offended you or something.” 


The look he gave me was one l'd seen him give other people, but I'd never had it directed at me. He might as 
well have called me an idiot. "I'm not offended" Under his breath he added, "Jesus." 


He wasn't the only one getting frustrated. "Then what?" | pressed. "| mean, you basically ran away from me 


the other night when | asked you a simple question" 


"Simple question," he huffed. "What difference does it make?" 


"Doesn't make any difference," | answered defensively. 

"Then why ask? What do you care?" 

| don't care. | mean, | do, but--" | let out a frustrated sigh. 

He had one eyebrow barely raised, as if he was challenging me to answer correctly. 


"| care because you're a friend, but it doesn't really make any difference. It's not like | would look at you any 


differently.” 
| could tell by the look on his face that | hadn't gotten it right. He looked annoyed, and there was something 
else. It was almost like vague disappointment, but | had no idea why. Maybe he had been looking for a fight and 


| pulled the rug out from under him? 


When all else fails, | thought, diffuse the situation with humor. "I guess maybe | wouldn't bother pointing out 
the hot chicks to you anymore, but | wouldn't think any different of you either way." 


Unfortunately, that failed, too. | barely caught a glimpse of his face as he pushed past me and hurried down 
the short hallway, but it sure looked like anger and hurt flashed in his eyes. | tried to follow him, of course, 
but didn't make it far. 


Jeff's face, his eyebrows raised in a question, looked friendly enough, but | was pretty sure | detected a hint 


of protectiveness in his voice. "Problem?" 
"| guess Stoney doesn't get my sophisticated sense of humor," | said quietly. 
"Wanna let me in on the joke?" 


| figured if | begged off, he'd get the story out of Stone anyway, so | told Jeff an abbreviated version of how 
I'd asked Stone if he was gay and then cracked my lame joke. 


"Yeah, that's, uh, real subtle." 
"Well, you've seen who | hang out with," | said with a little shrug, "Subtle's not really our thing.” 
Jeff just kept looking at me. He wasn't buying it, and he wasn't letting me off the hook. 


| took a deep breath. "Look, I'm not going to disrespect him or insult you by asking you about it, but should | 
try to talk to him again, or should | let it go?" 


He was quiet for a minute, studying me, obviously thinking. That alone gave me a pretty good idea what the 
answer to my original question was. "If you do talk to him, just do it like you did just now - straightforward 


but respectful. You get me?" 


"Yeah," | said with a nod. No pussyfooting and no stupid jokes. | could do that. If | decided to try to talk to Stone 


about it again. 


